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FRONTPOINTS: 


Innit marvellous? Or so says current flavour- 
of-the-month TV jokester Paul Merton by way 
of a catchphrase. Yet, as with most catchphra- 
seology, the words have an alarming habit of 
ringing true - no more so than in two recent 
and connected items on the Scottish news. 


There was the ‘safe arrival’ in the Clyde of 
HMS Vanguard, first of the Trident sub- 
marines. One hoped the newsreader was being 
ironic in her choice of words: whatever side of 
the nuclear fence one comes down on, dis- 
armament or deterrence, there’s precious little 
‘safe’ about this latest feature in view from the 
Glen Douglas hills. ‘Mummy Mummy what’s 
that?’, ‘Ailsa Craig, son’. ‘And that?’, ‘The 
Waverley on a booze cruise to Tighnabruaich’. 
‘And that?’, ‘A potential 300 megaton nuclear 
explosion’. 


Then, perhaps more directly worrying from a 
hillgoer’s point of view, came the announce- 
ment of impending closure for four RAF 
search-and-rescue bases, notable amongst them 
22 Squadron at Leuchars. You don’t need to be 
like your editor in having had actual experience 
of being winched skyward into one of the 
welcoming Wessexes for the significance of 
this to strike home. A comparison of this 
year’s hill-fatality figures with those for 1993 
should make interesting, if depressing, reading 
- while all those who put out to sea, whether 
for work or pleasure, must be equally fearful 
of their future. 


But what really riles is the crass stupidity of it 
all - or, rather, the way the powers-that-be 
assume the taxpaying public to be crassly 
stupid themselves. Words like ‘rationalisation’ 
and ‘cost effectiveness’ are bandied about, yet 
the truth is that the one really useful branch of 
the armed services - the one actually dedicated 
to saving lives rather than doing away with 
them - is being cut on grounds of lack of dosh, 
whilst there’s not a hint of a suggestion that 
any of the skyrocketing (or should that be 
ballistic missiling?) budget for Trident could be 
transferred laterally to keep the rescue bases 
open. Only the merest fraction of the £10.5 
billion spent thus far on Trident would be 
enough to see a good few climbers, sailors and 
the like safely into weatherbeaten old age, but 
things don’t work that way. The machinations 
of politics, the military, high finance and public 
spending are, as ever, inversely proportional to 
what the ordinary run-of-the-mill populace 
thinks and intuitively knows. Innit marvellous? 


Madonna in “Hills” Outrage 


Angry Hillwalkers and climbers were yesterday up in arms at the latest publication from controversial 
pop star Madonna. In a move which threatens to rock the hillwalking world like the infamous ‘‘Glencoe 
vs. Shakespeare’”’ controversy, she released her latest coffee table book ‘‘Hills’’ in which she and a group 
of models act out raunchy hillwalking fantasies. The book includes staged photos of Madonna and her 
models undertaking classic rock and ice climbs in the Scottish hills while clad at most in skimpy Jean Paul 
Gutterlier underwear. Furthermore although both Madonna and the muscular young models have the 
right build for the climbs, the straps, buckles and leatherware which dangle about their persons could in 
no sense be considered standard climbing gear and could be completely misleading to a young 
inexperienced climber. Veteran hillwalker and rap star M C Ghabar blasted the poses. ‘‘Although choice 
of underwear is often overlooked in the climbing literature, I don’t welcome the contribution made by this 
book. I would have thought a sensible pair of long johns under some good tweeds would have suited the 
climate better than the esoteric stuff in these photos. As for the climbing gear, I saw nothing in the photos 
that resembled a descendeur or karabiner. Madonna herself appeared to be wearing a harness, but there 
was certainly no ‘‘kite mark’ on it. | doubted its ability to arrest a 20m fall on, say, The Cioch where she 
was perched. If Madonna must jump on the hillwalking bandwagon it would have been so much more 
appropriate to be pictured on the Ben Lawers tourist route with perhaps a troop of sensibly clad Scouts. 
She is giving the seriously misleading impression that you can go straight from lounging round a poolside 
in Beverly Hills surrounded by minders to stravaiging up Observatory Ridge in your flimsies with no ice 
axe or crampons’’. 


This latest is just one of a long line of outrages 
perpetrated by the self styled “Queen of Filth”’. 


%* Angry metallurgists blasted her ‘‘Material 
Girl’ single in which she appeared to confuse 
ionic and covalent bonding. Prof Walter 
Cracknell of Tillicoultry University claimed 
“there is immeasurable harm to be done to 
young minds who are grappling for the first 
time with valence numbers; she is utterly irre- 
sponsible’. 


% Glasgow Rangers FC thought her ‘‘True 
Blue” single less than ingenuous in view of 
her schooling and penchant for iconery. 


TIA, We]:010Ud 


“‘..grossly inappropriate underwear..” 


* The normally unflappable Royal and Ancient Golf Club of St Andrews were furious when the lyrics of 
‘‘Get Into the Groove”’ appeared to support the use of illegally dimensioned grooves on the faces of iron 
clubs. These grooves were outlawed in 1989 but pirate sets achieved renewed popularity in the wake of 
Madonna’s endorsement. The grooves allow greater control over the ball, although Madonna’s own 
handicap of 28 does not appear much of a recommendation. 


* TAC cannot mention the sub judice court case involving top TV travel hosts Judith Chalmers and Anne 
Gregg who are suing Madonna for the implication in the lyrics of top ten hit ‘‘Holiday”’ that their lives 
are a constant round of junketing in exotic foreign parts at the licence payers’ expense. 


* Members of the “45 Society were outraged with the National Trust for Scotland for allowing the 
Glenfinnan Monument to feature in Madonna’s ‘‘Like A Prayer’ video where she draped herself 
lasciviously across the statue of the unknown highlander and fiddled with his targe in time to the music. 


The Book 
and : 
The Walk —— 


by Grant Hutchison 


Some months have passed, and | now feel able to commit to paper my knowledge of the strange obsession 
which gripped my friend and climbing companion, Lachlan McLoughlin. 


Lachlan was, perhaps, the unluckiest of schemers. In 1974, he hatched a plot to climb all the Munros in a 
single journey, and to publish a best-selling account of this adventure, to be entitled Lachlans Trachiin: 
Someone else did it first, and with a much less catchy title. (The fact that he did it accompanied by his dog 
seemed to be the thing that Lachlan found most irritating.) 


Ten years later, The Book was reborn. This time, Lachlan was going to perform the same feat in winter. “No 
other bugger’s daft enough to do that,” he declared. Some other bugger was, of course, but at least no dog 
had agreed to participate. 


And so it was that i found myself an unwilling witness to the hatching of Lachlan’s third, disastrous plan. 


The Yeti Gaiter is a West Highland public house, of the kind which favours trestle tables, wonky chairs and 
helicopter safety posters in preference to smoked ash banquettes, velour pile stools and trivia machines. On 
the fateful day, this unimposing hostelry was packed with damp, bearded humanity intent on an afternoon of 
convivial inebriation, since the weather had turned nasty enough to force all but the most maniacal top-bagger 
indoors. Outside, sleet was coming down like perspex curtain rods from a roiling cloud base which obscured 
the roofs of two-storey buildings. On the tops, the wind was turning sheep inside out. Lachlan and | were sitting 
hunched over one of the trestle tables, surreptitiously munching sandwiches out of our rucksacks when the 
barman wasn’t looking. : 


Lachlan was riffling the pages of the SMC Munros Guide distractedly. “All | need is something so completely 
ba-heided that no-one else would do it ...” he muttered. 


(The Alert Reader might wonder at this point why anyone who can read a map well enough to tell a scree 
slope from a nature trail might have need of such a publication. It is, after all, easy enough to find one’s way to 
the top of something - one merely continues z 

to go up until there is no more up to go. 
Lachlan’s reasoning is characteristically sub- 
tle, however. One uses the guide to select 
the route 707 to be followed, thus avoiding 
ninety percent of the mountain traffic. This 
method is infallible on every hill except Meall 
Ghaordie: the SMC directions for this noble 
eminence include the word “sheepfank”, thus 
ensuring that the entire hill swarms with 
disorientated bobble hats, plaintively asking 
each other what the hell a sheepfank is and 
whether anyone has seen one yet, because 
they’re not allowed to “climb NW” until they 
have.) 


But | digress. 


“It's your round,” | remarked, since the rain 
showed no sign of abating. 


“Oh God, oh God, oh God!” cried Lachlan, 
clutching his chest with one hand and his 
brow with the other. 


“Very well,” | said, “I'll get them in. But it’s 
definitely you next time.” 


“No, no,” gasped Lachlan weakly. “I'll buy 
you a drink. In fact...” (some sixth sense 
made me lunge across the table in an effort 
to muffle his next words, but | was too slow) 
“lll buy everyone in the bar a drink!” he 


cried, in triumphant tones. 


For an instant, silence descended throughout 
the room, broken only by the clatter of 
dominoes tumbling from someone’s nerveless 
fingers. And then a mighty hubbub of voices 
arose, in which the words “double” and 
“Macallan’s” were easily discerned and oft 
repeated. 


| confess that | may have whimpered a little at 
this point. “Oh Lachie, Lachie”, | moaned, 
“What have you done?” 


“Fear not,” declaimed Lachlan, “for | have 
this minute formulated a plan so cunning as to 
guarantee me fame, and fortune far beyond 
your petty dreams of avarice.” And he strode 
boldly towards the bar and the waiting, 
predatory barman. Halfway there his steps 
faltered, however, and he sidled back to our 
table as inconspicuously as is possible for 
one who is the centre of avid, thirsty attention. 
(Which is to say, not very inconspicuously.) 


“You couldn’t just lend me twenty quid until 
then, could you?” he whispered. 


Some time then elapsed before Lachlan was 
at liberty to share the details of his plan, but 
he returned eventually to our table bearing 
my drink and a pint of mauve liquid for 
himself. This latter | recognized as being a cocktail of his own hellish devising, which he called “Four C’s”. It 
consisted of cider, Crabbie’s and creme de cassis, and he drank it only on those occasions when he was 
possessed by an optimism so buoyant that he believed himself immune to hangovers. 


“|,” he announced, “will perform the first self-propelled, continuous ascent of all the Munros...” (here he 
paused for dramatic effect) “..4#7 ajphabetica/ order!” 


| whimpered for the second time that day. “But Lachie, that would be thousands of miles. You’d be all over 
Scotland. It would take years. | mean - how would you keep yourself provisioned?” 


“Ah-hal” cried Lachlan. “You have leapt straight to the most cunning part of my plan.” And so saying, he 
withdrew a battered Access card from his pocket and slapped it on the table. 


“Do you see,” he said, “that | will have to walk many, many miles along public highways as | pursue my epic 
quest? | will simply Quy provisions as | go, from local shops. And the same goes for equipment. As boots wear 
out, I'll buy new ones. I’m going to be legging past Nevisport in Fort William with monotonous regularity.” 


“But you'll run up a colossal debt...” 


“And how will they find me, to demand payment? I'll be trekking over high passes one minute, and on the hard 
shoulder of the AQ the next! I'll be eternally moving, untraceable! I'll be... I'll be... I'll be like the Flying 
Scotsman!” 


“| think you'll find that's Duic/man. And they'll get you when you finish, if not before.” 


“But by then | will have sponsorship deals worth millions, and the manuscript of a best-seller in my rucksack! 
rll be able to pay! ‘Oops, sorry,’ I'll say, ‘Been away for a bit. Here’s a cheque for three million to cover the 
whole thing.” 


He was unshakable. He plied me with drink to “cheer me up”, and after four or five hours of this, | began to 
think that maybe it wow work after all. And, God forgive me, | started to help him plan. 


The hardest part, bizarrely enough, was to decide what order to climb the Munros in. At first, it seemed simple 
enough to use the order in which they appeared in the index of Lachlan’s SMC Guide. A brief inspection of this 
index, however, showed that // was not in afphabetical order! Bens and Beinns were indiscriminately mixed. 
Lachlan immediately turned against the SMC’s ordering, in part for reasons of purity, but mainly because it 
would have required him to trek south to climb Beinn Ime and Beinn lutharn Mhor between Ben Hope and Ben 
Klibreck. 


But a thousand other problems then intruded. What of mountains which had a separate name for the Munro 
summit? Lachlan came down heavily for keeping the Buachaille Etives together in the alphabet, rather than 
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calling them Stob Dearg and Stob Dubh, and so allowing Stob Diamh (away south on Cruachan) to intervene. 
Grudgingly, he was forced to spread the separate Munros of Liathach, An Teallach and Beinn a’Ghlo around 
the alphabet in order of their individual names, but was cheered to find that the Sgorrs Dhearg and Dhonuill of 
Beinn a’Bheithir stayed together anyway. 


Lachlan’s manic enthusiasm knew no bounds. At first, he was intent on swimming his ten sea crossings to Skye 
and Mull. Belatedly realising that some of these crossings would necessarily take place in mid-winter, he 
decided instead to paddle rafts lashed together from driftwood and discarded fishing floats. 


And so The Walk began. 


| waved goodbye to him only a week later, as he set off up the quarry road to A’Bhuidheanach Beag (“At least 
that’s one boring bugger out of the way early on”). For the first year and a half | received sporadic postcards: 
from Kyle of Lochalsh, after his first Skye crossing to Am Basteir; from Shiel Bridge, after the hellish trek of the 
three An Socachs; and from Garve, in jubilant mood after Ben Wyvis (“the last of the bloody Bens”). 


| also began to receive visits from the police, keen to interview Lachlan “on a number of topics”. 


Lachlan, of course, had been sharing details of his epic quest with everyone he met. Letters began to appear in 
High and Climber and Hambler, at the same time as “Have You Seen This Man?” notices appeared in 
grocers and sporting goods shops all across the Highlands. He became a sort of Scarlet Pimpernel figure, and 
many a bothy night was spent in endless speculation as to his whereabouts. A tiny raft with a Gortex-clad figure 
clinging to it was sighted from the Tobermory ferry in a Force Nine gale. Only days later, he was supposedly 
spotted high on Nevis, trudging indomitably upwards into the teeth of a thunderstorm. He was reported on both 
Beinn Deargs on a single day, and (even more bizarrely) on Tom a’Choinich the following morning. 


By the time another postcard from Shiel Bridge announced, “Creag nan Damh. Half way!” things were 
becoming desperate. Almost every corner shop in Christendom was on the look-out for Lachlan. He was taking 
long detours to avoid being spotted and arrested by the traffic police on the A9. And no equipment 
manufacturer was prepared to sponsor a known felon, on the run from justice. His last hope lay in The Book, 
and for that he had to finish The Walk. 


But the final disaster was yet to strike. 


| know that Lachlan had been looking forward to the Geal Charns, four Munros which were nicely clustered and 
within easy reach of civilization (if you will allow me the liberty of referring to Dalwhinnie as “civilization”.) From 
what the police have been able to reconstruct, it would appear that he had already climbed three of the four 
summits when he passed through Dalwhinnie early in the morning and purloined a copy of 74e Scotsman 
newspaper from the rack outside the newsagent’s shop. He then headed due south towards his final Geal 
Charn, and climbed as high as the large, irritatingly pointless cairns which festoon the ridge of that mountain. 
He stopped in the lee of one such cairn to eat an orange and read his illicit newspaper. Then, it would appear, 
he climbed laboriously to the top of the cairn and leaped off, head first into the heather, assisted in his fall by a 
sixty-pound pack which contained, among other things, two hundred closely-written manuscript pages. 


He was found two hours later, quite dead, by a party of school children on a sponsored walk. 


The reason for his sudden decision to take his own life was evidently a brief item which appeared on the 
newspaper page found wadded in his lifeless hand. Under the heading, “A 278th MUNRO?”, it began with the 
words, “A recent resurvey of the Sutherland summit Foinaven has suggested that...” The rest was torn and 
mangled into illegibility. 


Dear TAC, 


Enclosed copy from Whats on TV: Muriel visits Knoo. Could this be Ben 
Knoo, an unknown Munro or Corbett, or K-Noo (2nd highest mountain)? 
Possibly used to be K-Now? Perhaps it’s not a hill at all and Muriel was 
so pissed off with the weather that she cancelled a climb and headed for 
some rave under the name of Knoo. Could the initials stand for 
something? =: 5 


6.30pm The Munro Show 


Yours, Muriel Gray pays a visit to Knoo. (Rpt) 


David Do ; 
ot shai 7.00pm Emmerdale 


raina and Lunn tall: ta th- - 


Glasgow 


Ed. - And then there’s K-Tel, a selection of all your Christmas favourite 
hills not available in any shop. Or kd lang, highest peak on the island of 
Lesbos, otherwise known by tts Gaelic name beinn d thada. Or Knoo 
Stark, Randy Andys ex. Or even weel-kent tinesic movie stat, K Ris 
Kristuckinstofferson... 
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..and then there’s this submission 
from Moray Mountain Sports in 
Forres, suggesting W.L.Gore & 
Associates, for all their multinational 
status, still keep the interests of 
humble Munrobaggers at heart by 
churning out quantities of their 
eponymous fabric in 914m rolls: 


Piabislas 


WW. L. GORE & ASSOCIATES, 


| KIRKTON CAPS 
2 LIVINSTONIEST LOTHIAN U.K. 
© ORDER NO:313157-02l BOX: Bors | 
(BOX NUMBER* pay 00 00610 

PART NMGER! A 


TOTAL QUANTITY: 1,800 YD/ SI4M. 
QUANTITY LOT NUMBER 
1»2eeo YD- gien BLoleten—pein 


We're the ORDNANCE SURVEY: Were 
re-surveying the Cairngorms. 


Yes,Murdo the metre is 
2«lo7 wovelengths of 
Nd:YAG light. Fortunately 
We don't have to count 
them- Haha! We have a 


oH No! The mighty eagle 
appears stunned by the 
INTENSE BEAM oF PHOTONS, 


Would you like to see the) 
RANGE FINDING LASER in 


action, Murdo ? 


S79 Wyss 
a) \\ : 1 
—— Hope tam Weir doesn't get 
See Cairn Toul are hear Ghout this! J 
‘ Wii 


|e bout by strange quirk of fate, A soft 


As the BAGGER and the BoFFIN approach 
| landing awaits... 


if is apparent tot all is NOT WELL... 


| 


Il 


jyqiuuvemanee UET by I 


i 
eT 


| 
i 


WARBECK + THESWAN © 199 


| 


This is just a HYPOTHESIS butit a x} 
that he, DENIZENS oF THE WILD A et 
EXCHANGED MobVS OPERANDI 


Sur only hope is to recreote the 
original conditions Which took 
Place at GRID REF 9S5 976... You 
ip over there with the eagle /sheep... 


BUT a gust of wind swings 
the laser... “Y 


—_— 


Ah Caientoul ! 
My third Munro 
Today! J 


The appeal, in TAC7, for an all-female edition of the 
fanzine having been tossed unceremoniously on the 
scrapheap of tokenism, there has nevertheless beer 
& healthy and gratiying increase in contributions from 
that hall of society stil debarred trom membership of 
ihe JMC of S. Two of these articles situck your editor 
as being quite similar in form and content - accounts 
of early days on the hills as an inspiration for others 
lo lake up their boots and walk - so are included here 
side-by-side, like two bumps on 2 10g... 


The first forty-five (years 
that is)! 


The first forty-five years’ walking were pretty 
normal, learning to walk at an early age, then 
walking to school. Childhood play included 
some scrambling on Dumyat in the Ochils 
which towered above my home in the village of 
Menstrie. 


All too soon I was walking to work, then these 
feet did some fancy steps at the dancing where 
they eventually met another pair of not- 
so-fancy feet belonging to future hubby. Soon I 
walked up the aisle, followed a few years later 
by a walk into the Maternity Ward. 


In the years that followed, walking consisted of 
house to car, car to shops, or, occasionally, 
foreign hotel to foreign beach. 


May 1989 was the turning point. Hubby was 
invited on a West Highland Way expedition 
and, being as sedentary as myself, was feeling 
some trepidation. However, he came back 
enthusing about fresh air and hills and moun- 
tains, and soon he and his pal were sneaking off 
at 0500 hours of a morning to climb Munros, 
coming back with rain- and wind-lashed 
expressions and frequently with brown under- 
pants! (Danny Fat Boy’ Baker recommends 
Daz Ultra here I think - Ed) A _ gnawing 
thought kept recurring: maybe I would like this, 
good exercise, good for the soul hillwalking. 


It took me until April 1991 on my 45th 
birthday to try it, puffing up the hill from 
Lochearnhead to the old Glenogle railway 
trackbed for a tentative walk to the head of the 
glen and back - six miles? No bother: what’s 
more, I enjoyed it! Next was the wee mini- 
mountain, Ben A’an. What a feeling on that 
summit looking down on Loch Katrine. Unfor- 
tunately, other walkers were looking down on 
me because of my unsuitable footwear (cowboy 
boots!). 


Thinking that walking would only be a phase, I 
bought a pair of cheap Bulgarian boots with 
papier-mache souls and cardboard uppers, but 
they looked and felt good. After some more 
practice in the Ochils came July 1991 and my 
first Munro, Ben Nevis (okay, the tourist route, 
but it’s the arete next time). A few days later I 
was at the Buachaille cairn. ME! On top of a 
mountain I had admired from the car in my 
tourist days. 


Now, at the time of writing (August 1992), 
fifteen Munros are ticked off, I have lovely 
boots and lots of goretex about my person, I’ve 
been soaked, frozen, blown off my feet, but 
I’m hooked not just for the Munrobagging but 
for hillwalking in general. My home is now in 
Kilsyth and I’m quite happy on the Meikle Bin 
or on Dumgoyne. I mean, how could you be 
happy bagging a Munro with a name like 
Dreish and miss out Clachertyfarlie Knowe! 


Of course there were no hols to Costa Plenty 
beaches this year - no, it was hotfoot to the 
Cuillins of Skye on a voyage of discovery. 
Lack of experience dictated mostly corrie- 
bagging, but I almost got to the top of Bla 
Bheinn. Ill be back! On the mainland I was 
thrilled by my first real ridgewalk on the North 
Kintail ‘Brothers’ ridge. Then it was up to 
Torridon to gaze upon Liathach: could I 
someday cross these pinnacles? 


I’m beginning to believe that anything is 
possible. Just think of the photos I could add to 
my already bulging album which friends and 
relatives look at in disbelief as they see me 
perched on cairns and sundry scary places. Oh, 
you young hillwalkers, mount up with the 
wings of eagles as the Bible says, don’t wait 
until you’re forty-five to discover the wonder 
of the hills. 


Anne Campbell 


bat 


Sassenach woman hits 
the hills 


| moved up to Scotland three years ago 
after fourteen years of dirt and noise in 
London. | warned my husband then 
that | wanted to do regular hill walking. 
If he didn’t want to accompany me | 
would seek other walking Companions. 
So that’s what | did. | asked friends who 
usually went as a couple or with others 
whether | could join them, then got into 
a routine of walking at weekends. 


Since then | have paired up with 
another female friend and we often go 
together or, with a third member, an alll 
women threesome. We all enjoy this 
very much, not only the walking, which 
is wonderful, but the absence, for a 
change, of bearded companions. A 
bearded friend once said: *‘Why is it 
that the women always walk 50 paces 
behind the men?’’ to which | replied: 
“It’s because the men walk 50 paces 
ahead of the women’’. Our pace is 
more relaxed with lots of time for admir- 
ing the view, speculating over wild- 
flowers - they never look the same in 
the wildflower book do they - and birds, 
most prevalent of which is the ISB, or 
indistinguishable Scottish bird. 


Navigation is a problem for a lot of 
women, and may put you off getting 
out on the hills. This is because in any 


navigation situation - in the car or on the 
hill - there is always a guy that has been a 
boy scout or knows how to do if more 
efficiently/quickly than you. 


There are various courses you can do. 
Shops selling the gear usually have details, 
so check if out. You can always buy a 
book. There are often group guided walks 
available too if you don’t want to go out 
on your own. And don’t let the guys do alll 
the work on navigation! Buy your Own 
maps and get used to using them. Learn 
how to use a compass and insist on using it 
- preferably in good weather at first to 
build up your confidence. 


A couple of months ago my two women 
friends and | did Beinn Luibhean and Beinn 
Ime. There was snow over about 2,000 feet 
and thick mist with snow showers. We 
slogged up Beinn Luibhean. In the ice and 
snow this required all fours near the craggy 
summit. Then we had to take a compass 
bearing - Oh God, do we trust our naviga- 
tional skills? Happily we were fine - we took 
the correct route down to the col then up 
Beinn Ime across some very intrepid snowy 
bits (the path was not visible in these 
conditions). At the end of the day we felt 
pleased with ourselves - we had trusted the 
compass and succeeded. 


After reading Muriel Gray’s /he Fist Hity. | 
was inspired to try a walk by myself. | 
chose Ptarmigan Ridge on a sunny Janu- 
ary day and had a wonderful time. The 
pace was mine, no hurrying to catch up or 
slowing to match others’ pace and a rest 
whenever | wanted it. | know Ptarmigan is 
not one of the most taxing of hills, but | had 
to negotiate icy bits and choose my route 
down. | got a real buzz out of walking 
alone. Sure, you miss the blether but on a 
fine Sunday there are lots of people to 
chat to if desired and a real sense of 
personal achievement. 


So, ladies, don’t let your couch potato 
husband/partner stop you from enjoying 
the hills - get out there! 


words & pic - Donna McSshiel 


HK KKK Star letter KK KK 


from John Biggar, Kirkcudbright (“A Biggar not a Bagger!”) 
Dear Sirs! 


| have the ultimate solution to the bagging craze. In one fell swoop my latest list will (a) 
remove all hardened baggers (00-er/ - Ea) from the overcrowded mountains to the 
remotest corners of the land, and (b) cure many of the less obsessed by its utter lack of 
interest. 


| enclose the Compleat List of Boring-Squares (that’s not my surname by the way!). 
Anyone who ticks this list can call them a Compleat Boring-Square. The Boring-Squares 
are the most featureless 1km grid squares in Scotland: all those in fact with less than five 
features. There are 166 of these altogether, and 110 of them are in Caithness! Any 
serious bagger would have to go and live in Wick... 


| compiled this list on a recent rainy weekend while searching for the elusive empty grid 
square. Square A in the attached quiz comes close, with only a ditch in one corner. It is 
the only square in Scotland with only one feature, and | can claim to have ticked it! | used 
to live less than 2 miles away from it... 


Perhaps you could run a competition amongst your readership to locate some of the 
Boring-Squares? Much as I'd like to offer a free holiday to South America as a prize, I’m 
afraid it will have to be a long weekend ticking the Boring-Squares of southwest Scotland! 
(OK, OK wel run to a TAC sweatshirt for the nearest all-correct entry - blackmailed Ed.) 


The criteria for “features” are as follows: 

* Boundaries and names etc not counted 

* Forest counted by the number of edges 

* Contours and streams each time they break grid square boundary 

* No squares with a high water line included, nor those mostly inland loch 


gridref OS features gridref OS features gridref OS features gridref OS features gridref OS features 


HY 4606 6 4 ND 155011/12 4 ND 124411/12 5 ND 2768 11/12 3 ND 2548 11/12 5 
4706 5 0649 5 1344 3 2967 4 2648 5 
4806 4 1549 3 1444 4 2766 4 1847 5 

NC 8543 10 4 1649 3 1544 3 3064 4 1947 5 
9652 11 5 0648 5 1043 5 2459 3 2047 3 
9739 5 0948 3 1143 5 2559 5 1846 2 
9851 2 1048 5 1243 3 2659 3 1946 3 

ND 046211/12 4 1648 2 0642 4 3058 3 2046 5 
0348 5 0747 5 1042 5 3158 4 2346 5 
0449 4 1347 5 1242 5 2957 3 2946 5 
0353 5 1447 3 0841 5 3057 3 1945 5 
0453 3 1046 4 1341 5 2756 2 2045 5 
0551 4 1146 4 1541 4 2956 3 2645 5 
0751 5 1246 5 1641 4 3056 3 2845 5 
0851 4 1346 4 0740 4 2955 5 2844 5 
1051 3 1646 5 0939 5 3055 4 2944 3 
1151 4 0945 5 1739 4 2451 4 2469 12 3 
1451 3 1045 5 1538 11/17 4 2650 3 3069 4 
4551 4 1345 4 1537 5 2950 5 3267 4 
0850 5 1445 5 1738 11 5 2149 2 3566 4 
1350 5 1545 2 1636 4 2649 4 3463 4 
1450 3 1044 2 2468 11/12 5 1948 5 3753 5 


gridref OS features gridref OS features gridref OS features OK, OK, it’s a quiz... The person 
who correctly identifies most of 


ND 3170 7/12 5 NL4497 46 5 1955 66/72 4 ‘ : 
2771 4 NN3662 41 5 os 2055 am 4 the following Boring -Squares has 
Az . NFlooG? BO} OE ae p the choice between a straitjacket 
NC 7116 16 «5 2567 5 4358 5 (size: narrow) or a trendy TAC 
7238 3 8193 55 5  NX2856 82 5 sweatshirt (sizes: L or XL). 
8085 17 5 NS3447 63 5 1354 4 Usual address. 
8330 5 8275 6 5 ##NYO471 84 3 
7622 3 5689 57 5 0469 2 
7917 5 5696 5 0173 5 
NH8283 21 4 5796 4 0373 3 
8314 5 5597 5 0174 4 
NF7544 22 3 5698 5 0568 85 3 
NH9236 27 3 6299 5 0569 1 
9743 4 6399 4 2667 5 
NJ 0342 3 6398 4 nee 
0341 4 6498 4 Bae te 
NKo228 38 4 8957 65/72 5 cat 1: 102 
NG4545 23 «5 9154 5 oe 5-50 
4645 5 9548 4 ae : 
NH 6536 26 5 6225 71 4 
6636 4 NT0053 72 5 


LE. - A briet skim through various maps of Albion's Plain reveals the 
following estimates for featureless squares: 


Sheet [44 (Nortolk & Suftolk): 1467 

Sheet 154 (Stratford & Shakespeare-upon-A von): 154 

Sheet 163 (Cotswolds, Mendips, Malvems, Chiltems, Wolds): 666 
Sheets 89, 90, 96 & 97 (The Pond District): 447 

Sheet 191 (Kent, Wiltshire & Exeter): 28771 

FPethaps one of our English readers would like to check these ffgures? N 
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Mountaineering Melodies No.8 Mountain Walking — Laqy styte vee 
The life we live is tricky tricky 
/ love my home and my family 


Who's gonna love you when the mountain gets 
sleeo? 


Were gonna nake It - in a seep! 
Home. Iggy Pop. Osterberg Music 1990. 


The conventional image of Iggy Pop is of a 
debauched drugcrazed Godfather of punk, an 
ailcohol-sodden wreck prone to amphetamine-fired 
frenzies on stage, a depraved monster on Rock ‘n’ 
Roll’s seamier side. Nothing could be further from 
the truth. When not cavorting half-naked in front of thousands of fellow degenerates, 
there’s nothing Iggy likes better than to slip into his thermal underwear, scrape the grit 
out of the tread of his walking boots and get out there for a bracing day on the hills. Far 
from charging round the Mamores in one day fuelled by a cocktail of cocaine and 
Ecstasy, Iggy favours muesli trailbars and Kendal Mint Cake. On a recent trip (no pun 
intended) to Scotland, Iggy explored the Cairngorms and penned a thoughtful letter 
about path erosion to the Secretary of State for Scotland. Unconventionality does creep 
in however. He’s been seen attempting the traverse of the Cuillin Ridge in a 
4-wheel-drive vehicle, and the lyrics of the above song have caused the Ramblers’ 
Association to suspend his membership pending an enquiry. 


Ted Eames 1 


TRUE STORIES ABOUT | 
NOTABLES 


Cook ei | ee (O10 0) =O) 
IN TDESTO] 5 


The Duke of Edinburgh, patron of 
the World Wildlife Fund or similar, 
was up at Balmoral conserving the 
red deer. He had been out three 
days and seen nothing. This was his 
last day, when he was due to return 
to London to save the panda or the 
monarchy. 


It was what they call a “soft day”: 
fine drizzle, low cloud, a day when 
the water table and the clouds 
merge. You must know the sort: they 
are fairly common in the west. 
(Never seen one myself - Ed.) 


After several hours, Himself and the 
ghillie spotted a shootable stag 
some way off. The problem was it 
would not play the game and stand 
still to be shot, but kept grazing and 
ambling along most inconsiderately. 
The ghillie said that if they were to 
skirt round ahead, they could reach 
a position where there would be a 
moraine bump between them and the 
deer. This would give cover to get 
the rifle set up in position such that 
when the deer appeared out of the 
end of the bump it could be shot with 
ease. 


They were ready, waiting for the 
deer to emerge, when, in a flash, like 
a scalded cat, the deer bolted out of 
the end of the bump and dis- 
appeared into the gloom. A few 
seconds later this day-glo anorak 
appeared, ambling along the path 
the eeet had taken, not a care in the 
world. 


Up jumped the Duke followed by his 
retainer and descended on the 
walker. 


“What the bloody hell are you doing 
here?”, demanded his Highness. 


“I’m on my Duke of Edinburgh’s 
Award”, replied the day-glo. 


Further conversation was dissolved 
by the fine drizzle and remains un- 


recorded. 
JIM BAILEY 


Ladies - 


Have you ever wished to join a mountaineering club whereby 
you can share with like-minded women the joys of mountaineer- 
ing? Have you ever wished you could find a body of women to 
meet with on a regular basis in various hostels and bothies 
throughout Scotland and spend your days climbing the high 
mountains, pushing yourselves to the limits of endurance? I met 
several members of just such a club when I spent a holiday 
weekend in a northern Scottish Youth Hostel. To join this 
exclusive club you must possess several qualifications. Those 
which don’t come naturally could be worked on and members 
are expected to practise regularly to perfect the following 
attributes: 


* You must be over 70. Younger members will be tolerated but 
only if they are sufficiently masculine looking. 


* You must talk in a very loud upper-class accent (the more 
English the better). This can be practised when you are out on 
the hills by putting small stones in your mouth and talking 
loudly. Be careful not to frighten the wildlife, though. 


* You must be able to talk at length about your past 
mountaineering exploits and tell everyone within earshot your 
ambitious plans for the next day’s walking. In reality you will 
opt for a gentle ramble along the beach due to the inclemency of 
the weather. 


* Never change your clothing from one day to the next - in fact 
if you can go for a whole long weekend in the same clothes you 
will be awarded automatic membership. Typical uniform 
includes string vest, man’s checked shirt (hairier the better), 
cord breeches and a shapeless woollen pullover. (Wat's wrong 
with that? - puzzled Ed.) 


* Be as rude as you possibly can in Youth Hostels. Practise 
elbowing other Hostellers out of the way to get to your food box 
or cooker and hold long conversations in the places most likely 
to cause blockages, like doorways. 


If you practise long and hard enough you may gain admittance 
to the ranks of the club. For those who think that such a club 
would not suit them, and not everyone is loud-mouthed, 
boastful, pushy and masculine, then avoid booking into a certain 
Youth Hostel in the Great Glen for New Year. You have been 
warned!! 


‘The Angry Corrette’ 
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Jolly nice walks, No.872 
by Trevor and Pippa Golden-Retriever 


“Into the Realms of Splendour”: 


The Majestic Highlands of Scotland ith 


For our 872nd family walk in these beautiful Islands we don our kilts, shoulder our claymores, tune 
up the pipes and, with a swift “Ochaye the Noo!”, travel to that beautiful playground for the visitor, 
The Highlands of Scotland. In this exquisite corner we travel in the steps of, rub shoulders with, and 
pursue the wraiths of such notables as Bonnie Prince Charlie, The Marquis of Montrose, and Terry 
Wogan. 

We start our walk at the lay-by near Auchnachreach, or Bluebell Dell as we like to call it. The drive is 
a little hairy on a single track road, and some of the locals inconsiderately slow up traffic with their 
tractors, school buses and so on, but you should get there eventually! Achnachrach is a tiny village, 
just a cluster of homes above the brook (or burn as it is called); fortunately, a new landlord has 
recently bought the estate and has given notice of eviction to his tenants, so it should be possible 
before long to buy these houses. The new landlord must be commended for his vision. 


Then we swing into Gleann Luach-an-Dubhain (pronounced: Glen London); an awe-inspiringly wild, 
peaty wilderness with mighty mountain peaks on three sides. At one time the view was marred by the 
buildings of a township, but fortunately during “The Highland Clearances” the people were moved on 
and the buildings fell into disrepair, leaving the exquisite scene we see today. The Highland 
Clearances also inspired lots of jolly romantic Victorian paintings; we are privileged to own a few 
which adorn the walls back home in the Olde Abattoire Cottage. 


At the foot of the soaring cliffs, gaze upward and you may catch the late afternoon sun glinting on the 
grey quartzite summit rocks of Stob Garbh Mor; although a truly magnificent peak, this mountain 
only reaches 2495 feet, and is therefore of no interest to hillwalkers, whether Munro- or 
Corbett-Baggers. 


Returning in fading light to your car, you will feel that you have been a stranger within the gates of 
the mansion of the Mountain Gods; and, like us, you will drive to your hotel with one thought: 
Where's the nearest estate agent? 


Next issue - Round Little Witheringtoft, a thimble-making village in the Cotswolds. 


a a ace 


SPANKING NEW T-SHIRT DESIGN!!! 


Forget those scabby “Murdo World Tour” T-shirts - they’re old hat (or old T-shirt?!). 
What the up-to-date woman or man about hill now wants is the spiffing, spoffing 
new “Nyaff Nyaff” shirt. Same quality as before - medium, large and extra-large 
hi-quality “Hanes” material - but now with the almost ubiquitous “Nyaff Nyaff" logo 
on the front and an all-action shot of your favourite hillwalking cartoon character in 
glorious graphic detail on the back. Also features Murdo’s friends the sheep and 


some weans called Kelly-Ann, Lee-Ann and “ian ee 
ed 2 


Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. Prices 
as before: £10 including p & p. Allow 28 days for delivery. Also on sale in certain 
hillwear boutiques. Some of the old-style shirts still available, but not many. So if it’s 
last year’s model you're after, hurry, hurry! 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE... 


Also held at the same price is our splendid special subscription offer! 56 secures you 
one whole year’s worth of hot-off-the-press fanzines (6 issues), delivered direct to 
your door. Address as above. 


.. OR £12.50 FOR BOTH SHIRT & SUBBIE, POST-FREE!!! 


History ks littered with famous father and son combina- 
tions: Kingsley and Martin Amis, Jesse and Michael 
Jackson, Batnber and Paul Gascoigne. Thus it was only 
a matter of time berore TAC was in @ position of seeing 
both a pater and a tils make good. Hence, while in TAC9 
Graham Pearson wittered on about vatious Munro-type 
things, now its the turn of the tamlly bodach, Fob 
Pearson. 


Knowing your Munros... inside and out 


OK, TAC readers, so how much do you REALLY know 
about the Munros? 


As you pore over your maps through the long winter 
nights in search of new Munros to conquer, most of you 
will know that there’s no point looking any further north 
than Ben Hope (with due deference to Foinaven’s 
claims). Neither are there any Munros further south than 
good old Ben Lomond, or further east or west than 
Mount Keen or Sgurr na Banachdich. These four mark 


i! the limits of the known Munro world. 


So much for the extremities... but what about the 
MIDDLE? 


Let’s assume there are 277 Munros (apologies again to 
Foinaven). Did you realise, as you sat munching your 
cheese sandwich atop Beinn Teallach, that there were 
EXACTLY the same number of sibling Munros (ie 138) 
to the north AND to the south? 


It follows that there should be a similar median Munro in 
the east-west stakes. A bit tricky this time. Beinn 
a’Chleibh and Meall a’Bhuiridh are both credited with 
exactly the same longitude in Mu7r0s Jables, but my 
vote goes to Meall a’Bhuiridh by the thickness of a 
contour line. 


It's a strange and somewhat disappointing fact, is it not, 
that no one Munro can lay claim to both medianships? 
No symmetry of Nature here! (Is this a clue that there 
are other, as yet undiscovered Munros hiding in the 
Highlands?) It would seem that the true hub of the hills, 
the epicentre of the Munro world, lies a little to the north 
of Spean Bridge on the shoulder of modest Coire Ceirsle 
Hill (654m). There, at grid ref. NN 251859, you can 
contemplate the fact that there are exactly the same 
number of Munros to the north, south, east AND west! 


Now, | wonder what other strange secrets lie in the 
Munros? (Various of Murdo’s cast-off underpants for 2 
Start - Ea) 


Hamish Brown is becoming 
something of a regular in our 
Festive Season issue. A year ago, 
in TAC4, he bemoaned the chill 
wind blowing through the access 
debate - whereas now, as a kind 
Of ‘Chitterat’> he tums to real 
winter weather... 


‘A cold coming we had of it’ 


Fuar Tholl (e cold hole) is a fairly shivery sort 
of name for a hill and certainly, the first time I 
set eyes on it, 1 was doing my share of shivering. 


Three of us, young gangrels, had been walking 
and climbing our way southwards from Ullapool 
to Skye one summer holiday, a stravaig which 
finally ended at a camping spot in Skye when 
one of the party scalded himself badly by sitting 
down on his plate of soup. The scabs crinkled for 
weeks afterwards. 


We had fled a midgy Torridon camp to head over 
the Coulin Pass to Achnashellach, but then 
diverted up by the Eas an Dorcha to attempt 
Beinn Liath Mhor. We just made the end bump, 
and had a brief Cortez-like view across to Sgurr 
Ruadh and Fuar Tholl, before hail and rain 
lashed us. With ex-WD gear and donkey jackets 
we, perforce, fled and hypothermia was kept at 
bay by a non-stop run down to the Coulin road. 
The old Achnashellach hostel, black kettle sing- 
ing on black iron range, was a marvellous 
welcome some hours later. 


I’ve had more than my ration of Achnashellach 
rain and midges since, but at least there’s Gerry’s 
idiosyncratic hostel to provide a haven. Fuar 
Tholl scowls down at the hostel, a grim presence 
we have grown to appreciate rather as small 
boys’ frightening uncles can turn out to be cheery 
old souls later on. For almost twenty years we 
were based over Christmas in Glen Carron so 
Fuar Tholl naturally became associated with the 
festive season. I’ve made several Christmas Day 
ascents, often in marvellous winter conditions 
but, last time, there was only a dusting of 
powder. 


We started early, to make use of the limited 
daylight, parking the car near Achnashellach 
Station. One of the party had been there on a 
previous occasion when I met him, and others, 
off a train. The train, being late as usual meant 
the lights on the platform had gone out before it 
arrived. One of the lads innocently assumed the 
platform would be longer than the train and 
stepped out into black space. Once the train drew 
away we heard the thrashings among the 
Rhodedondron ponticum down the bank and 
found him, arms and legs waving, pinned like an 
overturned turtle by the weight of his rucksack. 


The dusting of snow on the tops had been rain lower down and the pine forest and deep heather of the initial pull up to 
Coire Lair soon had us saturated from the thighs down. ‘Wet below the waist-line’, somebody parodied, ‘smelling of 
vegetation’. 


T.S.Eliot’s /oumey of the Magi is eminently open to hill parody as it begins ‘A cold coming we had of it,Just the worst 
time of the year/For a journey, and such a long journey:/The ways deep and the weather sharp,/The very dead of winter’. 
(Being T.S.Eliot this is itself an adaption from a Nativity sermon of Lancelot Andrews, a 17th Century divine.) I’d heard a 
lad recite the poem a few days earlier at a school Christmas show. I wonder how Eliot would have reacted to the coarse 
Fife gutturals of the recitation? “(prefer ‘The House of Eliott’ myself - philistine Ed) 


The path wended up and up to reach secretive Coire Lair. One path broke off, right, through under the neb of Beinn Liath 
Mhor to Loch Coulin, the main path continued on up the corrie, being squeezed finally between Sgurr Ruadh and Beinn 
Liath Mhor (the zed and the grey) and, twisting and turning, escaping down to Loch Torridon - a grand through route of 
character. We turned left, on the path up to the col between Fuar Tholl and Sgurr Ruadh, a route which nods across to the 
Mainreachan Buttress and other fearsome verticalities, which are the joy of the climber. If the cod/ Aole facing 
Achnashellach looks ‘interesting’ then these superior crags round the back are ‘fascinating’. We raised metaphorical 
balaclavas and passed by. 


The col between the Corbett of Fuar Tholl and the Munro of Sgurr Ruadh (the highest hill between Glen Torridon and 
Glen Carron) is a wide saddle on which sit a thousand moraine bumps and a thousand lochans. ‘Great country for 
navigation exercises’ I thought when I first discovered it, little thinking I’d be having the practical experience myself. On 
a dank, fog-bound, winter day I’d ascended Fuar Tholl by an ‘experimental’ route which, in consideration for the safety of 
others, I’d better leave undescribed. It was 
loose, steep and dangerous - and a cold 
coming I had of it. Still, fighting on, I had 
to reach the summit which I duly did. 
After I'd blown life back into frozen 
fingers I searched for my compass and 
discovered there was no compass as the 
compass pocket had a hole in it. (A cold 
hole? - Ed) 


The ridge was defined enough down to the 
saddle but I was very keen to climb Sgurr 
Ruadh so I tried to grope through that 
landscape of bumps and hollows. Often 
the hollows were only discovered by 
going through the ice into the water and, 
again and again, my straight line simply 
went round one particular bump to come 
on my own footprints again. I eventually 
won through for the ground rose steeply 
and, again, going uphill had to lead to the 
summit. I was tempted to come up the 
next day when it was clear to study my 
wandering footprints. The compass was lying on the ground outside Gerry’s, having fallen out when I put on my 
waterproofs. 
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This day was one of those sunless, leaden days which are rather prevalent in ‘the very dead of winter’. The result was 
strangely beautiful, a sort of Whistler study in grey, the grey tones ranging from glowing silver, in the seas round Skye, 
through to bruised plum richness in the storm clouds round the old grey heights of Liathach. Wind at higher altitudes had 
teased the white clouds out into long streamers and then planed them down to elongated ovals, a tapestry effect, or a rich 
velvet wall covering. The cloud shapes changed at remarkable speed. 


We returned to the col and wandered through the innocent stretch of moraines and lochans. I told them of my experience 
there without a compass. The tightness of the circles I made back onto my own tracks astonished everyone, but I’d had 
other experiences of the same thing elsewhere so hadn’t been surprised at my straying. I won through in the end by 
looking backwards to ensure my line was straight and even backtracking and using the trail as a line of sight onto some 
dim feature ahead. There is usually a way out if one doesn’t panic. They all promised, sometime, to try a bit of 
compass-less navigation - on a safer place and with a compass in a pocket with no holes in it. ‘Experience is the sum of 
near misses’, as the French say. 


Sgurr Ruadh was our limit that day. The weather was heading for a storm and we preferred to be ensconced before 
Gerry’s fire, fed and listening to Sibelius, rather than seeking out any more ‘experiences’. There’s something smug in 
having had a good hill day and hearing all hell let loose, once safely ‘home’. 


IS 


QUICK! HIDE! IT’S CHRISTMAS QUIZ TIME AGAIN! 


Those of you with memories stretching as far back as this time last year may recall TAC running a Christmas 
Quiz, with Fabulous Prizes. The more observant among you may also have noticed we neither gave out the 
correct answers nor announced the winners. This was, surprise, surprise, because no-one sent in any entries 
at all. Not one! Yet had someone done so, and even had all bar one of their answers been wildly wrong, they 
would have waltzed away with the loot. But no-one did, so in these recessionary times we held over not only 
these selfsame Fab Prizes, but some of questions too! 


The draw, as ever, will be made at the Bells on Hogmanay. The first all-correct (or nearest to all-correct) entry 
pulled out of the bivvybag will receive one year’s free subscription to TAC, plus one of the following: a 
new-style “Nyaff Nyaff” Murdo T-shirt (see p13 for details), an old-style “World Tour” T-shirt, or a priceless and 
rare Murdo sweatshirt. (State size in each case.) 


The second prize is one of the aforementioned garments, while the third is just a subbie, tough cheddar. 
Entries to the usual address: TAC, House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL, to arrive no later 
than 30/12/92. Editors and employees of TAC, together with family and friends of Murdo Munro and the 
mysterious Sally Forth, needn’t bother entering unless they're very devious about it. 


1. If one was to run a marathon, starting at the Rowardennan carpark and heading for the southside of 
Glasgow via the normal metalled route (i.e. Balmaha, Drymen, Bearsden, Anniesland Cross, Clyde Tunnel), 
where would the finishline be? 


2. Name shared by an Indian city on the fringe of the Himalaya and an Ayrshire mining village on the fringe of 


Galloway? 
3. Which city could be called Aberfoyle? 


4. Where in the Highlands, other than Glen Coe, are there hotels named The Clachaig and The Kingshouse 


approx. 9 miles apart? 
5. Which word connects an Aberdeen - and erstwhile Dundee Utd - striker and a hill in southern Scotland? 
6. How many toes does Reinhold Messner have? 


7. According to the memorial on top of Cairnsmore of Fleet, how many planes have crashed and how many 


airmen died on the hill? 


8. In the famous edition of the late Russell Harty’s chatshow when he was physically assaulted by Grace 


Jones, who was the other hillwalking-related guest? (Easy if you taped the recent TV Hell .) 
9. The shortest variant of the tourist path onto which popular Munro includes a 25’ vertical metal ladder? 


10. Who was the highest person in Britain the night of 10th June 1990? 
Shaggy’s Big Bad Stinker Xmas Xword 


(surely “Chrisimas Christword?” - unsacrilegious Ed.) 


Across. 1 & 23. The top of the son of Farquhar’s corrie (75,4 70), 
70. A dark and dreary time (7,65), 72. Their kids have nannies (3); 
73. High spot of survey technique (725), 7& English McNamara 
(32,6), 76. Sweetness itself 6, 78 In take the high road plus stars 
(4), 79. Unchanging rock formation “6.39/27. A point to travel; 23 
See / across, 24. Perhaps solid or liquid (2.3) 27 See 20 down, 
29. See 17 gown, 30. Scottish vegetable (4, 37. Drain in the 
country and car “#4, 33 Station on west coast (6), 37. Distant 
Hebridean island (3/, 38 Did extinction make him pack and go? 
(44,28). 


Down: 2. The downtrodden will be here “9; 2 Tripped between 
the mountains perhaps “4 7,7); 4 Annual variety of dill & garlic 
instead of salt & pepper? 67)’ $ Crinan or Caledonian (5); 6. 
Mass of metal (6), 7 Used in rugby or the mountains “44, @ Not 
quite blistering (7), 2 Dry but not fat? “78; 77. Colloquial Scottish 
town (#4), 74 Where 73 across is found, but not here 276) 77 & 
29 across. Got through a fence (427), 79. Heard at the mouth of 
Loch Sunart (52.4), 20 & 27 across. Beautiful upland flowers ( 7/, 
22, Corrosive rain makers (3), 25. East coast cereal (35) 26. See 
36 down, 28. Repository for Highland dress (7/22 See 36 down; 
34, Argues, on a boat /4) 96 Scandinavian load bearer (4) 96. 32 
& 26 down. Beach at 33 across (4,§,3,5). 
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Close encounters of the laird kind, No.3: A AZ a 
. ‘ * \o i yt \) 
Endangered species in the Scottish hills z bri Sanu. 
One of the particular thrills to be got from exploring the on A ei oS eee 


remoter corners of the Highlands and Islands is the 
occasional encounter with species so reduced in numbers as 
to be practically extinct. And no single species is so 
endangered or exotic as the Highland laird. 


Best observed from a distance, the laird is by nature 
aggressive. He is prone to marking out his territory with 
locked gates and with furious-looking notices which warn the 
unwary that, should they intrude on his domains, they will be 
guilty of innumerable offences and might, if they are 
particularly unfortunate, fall prey to the laird’s habit, when 


excited or disturbed, of wildly discharging lumps of lead in} Ree. 
all directions. | SSaa RS) 


vp URYURNVVTER 
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Should you persist in your approaches and corner a laird at 
close quarters, he is likely to try to intimidate you by turning 
red in the face, rumpling his tweeds, waving his cromag and 
bellowing in that strangely high-pitched and braying manner 
which is so peculiar to his kind and which arises, not so 
much from natural selection, as from protracted inbreeding - not to mention the impact of the 
several years he has probably spent, just after weaning, in those faraway reserves, such as Eton and 
Harrow, where it has become necessary to transport younger lairds in order to protect them from 
the many threats to their continued existence. 


It can be tempting, on such occasions, to respond violently by punching the laird in the jaw or by 
bringing one of your size 12 Brasher Boots violently into contact with his hindquarters. 


But all such harassment of the laird must be resisted. Just as it does not do to kill the tiger which 
eats an Indian villager - tigers being extremely rare and Indian villagers ten a penny - so it is 
extremely bad form, in these environmentally sensitive and conservation-conscious times, to 
interfere with one of Scotland’s more distinctive lifeforms. 


Less tolerant peoples, such as the French and the Russians, wiped out their landlords long ago - 
with the result that the Continental equivalent of the laird can be glimpsed now only in sadly faded 
prints and photographs which show whole herds of French and Russian landlords galloping happily 
through the peasantry’s corn crops just a week or so before these crops were ready to be harvested. 


But neither the Jacobins or the Bolsheviks, who preyed so terribly on those landlords who once 
roamed freely across the fields and plains of mainland Europe, ever managed to establish 
themselves in Scotland. And so our lairds survive here and there in their hilly fastnesses; engaging 
in their age-old rituals, taking a few grouse or stags in season, evicting the occasional 
estate-worker, covering the odd hillside in sitka spruce, but generally doing no more damage than 
might be expected from a species occupying their particular niche in nature’s hierarchy. 


Misguided urban agitators have urged, from time to time, that the lairds should be culled or even 
exterminated - with just one or two of the more notable specimens being stuffed and placed in a 
museum where they might be inspected by awe-struck children who would eventually come to 
regard them in much the same way as dinosaurs are regarded today. 


But this is an unenlightened attitude and one which no right-minded hillwalker or climber could 
ever share. We who have seen the laird in the wild, wandering at large among the crags and 
mountains which he has made his own, would not want him to go the way of the dodo and the 
diplodocus. Stuffing lairds is not at all what we have ever been about. 


Seamus Mac an t-Sealgair 


BRAES BEEFS: 
READERS’ 
LETTERS 


Dear TAC, 


| am writing with reference to Neil 
MacAlpine’s letter in TAC7. | would 
have written sooner, but | have spent 
the last two months sitting on the 
Clisham ridge waiting for the clag to 
clear. 


Neil makes two points. First, Munro- 
bagging is a satisfying alternative to 
yet another traverse of the Sarf Dahns 
and is therefore A GOOD THING for 
those unfortunate enough to live furth 
of the border, whereas those of us who 
live in Scotland have it easy. Fair 
enough, but tough. It is his next point 
which | wish to take up, which was that 
the list of completions ‘grows alarm- 
ingly’ and that there should be a 
separate list for those who do it on 
‘Shanks’ Pony and public transport - 
the car makes it too easy’. 


This suggestion raises a number of 
issues. Firstly, the list would be shor- 
tened considerably if Hamish Brown 
didn’t hog about half of the entries 
himself. Secondly, what about Munros 
which you can go up BY public trans- 
port? A broad interpretation of public 
transport would allow for Cairngorm, 
Aonach Mor, The Cairnwell, Aosda and 
the Black Mount to be completed in this 
way, and you could just about get a 
bus up to the summit of Bheinn Ghlas. 


On a more positive note, perhaps the 
idea of having separate categories for 
those who complete the Munros by 
abnormal methods has some mileage. | 
don’t like the idea of having to use 
public transport which sounds like a 
form of cruel and unusual punishment, 
but | have some suggestions of my 
own. 


How about a separate category for 
those who complete the Munros by 
pogo-stick or space-hopper? | myself 
am nearly half way to completing the 
Munros wasted. Once | have finished | 
should like to invite Neil to join me ona 
round of the Munros drunk. Or perhaps 


he would rather stick to goalkeeping 
like his elder brother. 


Yours without prejudice, 
Hamish Zappa McDaft 
Dundee 


Ed - Triple malts and Muntros all round! 
ER Sree er aa ae 
Dear TAC, 


Sad to note there was no mention in 
TAC of the premature passing of Gra- 
ham Tiso. Others besides myself must 
have bought their first boots and 
cagoule from that great emporium in 
Wellington Place, and thus clad ven- 
tured forth to discover the untold plea- 
sures and pains of tramping the hills. 


No mention either of the charity event 
‘Climb for the World’. Did anybody else 
out there climb a summit, bag a top etc, 
last year or this, on behalf of the United 
Nations Charities? 


On the subject of money, why, if the 
cover price is 50p, is it £1 to subscri- 
bers? Are we subsidising Murdo’s 1993 
‘World Tour’ or is it to be spent on the 
latest in erotic hillwear, ‘Mellor’s toe- 
less socks’ - | think we should be told! 


Yours sincerely, 
J.N.Wardell 
Albion’s Plain 


Ahem. National Curriculum Arithmetic. 
50p mag + 36p stamp + 4p envelope + 
Ip sellotape = Jo protit = cheap hol- 
gays in other people's misery! - Ed. 
with well-washed face. 

ease arneecmrern whe sinner | 


Dear TAC, 


‘Woolly talk’ from the Cairngorm Work- 
ing Party ‘smells of fudge’ to Hugh 
Tooby. (See TAC) To me it stinks like 
the putrefying carcass of a stag killed 
by malnutrition on a grossly over- 
stocked hill. 


Since | climbed my first Cairngorm 
peak about 45 years ago I’ve come to 
know virtually every inch of the area - 
and I’ve seen it sliding into commercial- 
ised chaos typified today by the crum- 
bling ruin of the Aviemore Centre. 


On the other hand | know little and care 
less about the members of the 
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Cairngorm Working Party. Is Magnus- 
son a member? | am aware that he 
knows as much about the hill as | know 
about the backside of the moon. | also 
know that CWP certainly does not stand 
for Communist Workers’ Party. 


Any outfit that ‘does not advocate a 
radical cull of deer’ destroys its own 
credibility at a stroke. 


And the way it ignores the question of 
public ownerships brings to mind Catch 
22’s brilliant description of how the 
USAAF simply ‘disappeared’ people 
and issues it didn’t want to confront. 
(The last is a highly successful ploy 
developed into a fine art by every 
Government minister all the way up to 
Major Major himself.) 


Of course I'll go on writing to nonenti- 
ties and placemen about how the 
Cairngorm ski complex is the world’s 
worst, apart maybe from New Hamp- 
shire’s ravaged White Mountains. | will 
be sustained by my favourite fantasy 
which, with a little imagination, can be 
modified to fit the Aviemore situation 
and the CWP. It is this: 


A couple of times | tuned into the telly 
too early and found myself watching the 
end of Dallas - the bit showing South 
Fork, that grotesque habitation of grue- 
some people - and | savoured the vision 
of a cloud of braves charging across the 
prairie to wipe place and people off the 
face of the earth. 


- The braves would be of the Tow-ee- 


ahge. They were the rightful owners of 
that part of Texas and they were known 
to the white barbarians as the Pawnee 
Picts. | kid you not. 


Jack Wills 
Isle of Seil 


NB - The Pawnee Picts are not to be 
confused with the Platte Pawnees who 
lived 1000 miles to the north until 
smallpox, whiskey and the soft-nosed 
.44 wiped them out. 


Dear TAC, 


In TAC9 you referred to the use of 
mountains for more than just ticking off 
in Shuggie’s tables. Obviously we have 
now been sussed so we may as well 
own up. 


A couple of years ago our group was 
established to investigate what might 
be described as ‘peaks of pleasure’. 
We soon found that the dress required 
for both tasks of getting up were 
mutually exclusive. Climbing a moun- 
tain in sexy underwear, fish-net tights 
and high heels was found to be very 
difficult, even for the girls. Conversely 
the damage potential of heavily laden 
rucksacks, water bottles and ‘jangly 
bits’ makes ‘jogger’s nipple’ seem 
eS aera eae a ee) 


Readers’ Holiday Snaps 
No.1 


DisneyWorld, Great Satan 


Wel, here we are on the Stac 
Pollatoh railway, it was 2 Oty 
cult day, tight comers, etc etc. 
Having 2 great tine, miles trom 
any Munros.’ 


Sian Cummings, Clintonville 
USA 


totally insignificant. Interestingly the 
use of ropes is common to both activi- 
ties and beards have not proven to be 
much of a problem, on the whole. (Wor 
so sure about that - beardie Ed.) 


It was found that the climbing equip- 
ment had to be put to one side once at 
the top, hence our name, SMISG (Sex 
in Mountains Involves Shedding Gear). 
Needless to say we quickly found 
another meaning for this acronym lest 
the inquisitive noticed our, exclusive, 
tee-shirts. 


Members of our society can also be 
detected by the fact that we wear two 
watches when on the hill, thus ensuring 
that we will always have both the time 
and the inclination should an oppor- 
tunity arise. 


Now that we have been blown, so to 
speak, | feel that our sport will soon 
attain the same cult status as ‘Munro- 
bagging’. | must therefore point out the 
basic rule in ‘Ben-Bonking’ is, don’t 
forget the botty (surely bothy’? - Ed.) 
when splashing on the factor 15. 


Yours sincerely, 


Mike ‘if you come here quick | will show 
you something’ Madden 


Penicuik 


PS - Perhaps you could help us with 
one, long standing, problem - how 
many ropes do you need to have safe 
sex on the In.Pinn.? 


PPS - If, as the Angry Corrie becomes 
more popular, you decide to start your 
own Distribution Company, would you 
then be AC/DC? 


Bae Se a Se ee 
Dear TAC, 


My hostel, of which | have been warden 
for 20 years, stands on Corrour stalking 
Estate, and we are totally dependent 
for our existence on the goodwill of the 
Estate owner. The Mountain Bothies 
Association maintain a large number of 
bothies, with landowners’ permission, 
for all and sundry to enjoy. The bothies 
usually stand on deer stalking estates. 


The red deer of Scotland have no 
natural predator, so a percentage of 
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them have to be culled. Surveys and 
censuses are conducted by the Red 
Deer Commission, a government body, 
advice and recommendations are 
given, and the various estates then cull 
the recommended number in a humane 
and skilful manner for the good of the 
environment and for the red deer them- 
selves. To pay for this, people pay to 
accompany the stalker and to shoot the 
beast which he indicates having 
manoeuvred the guest into position. 
Old, sick, or malformed beasts are 
always chosen when possible. 


In TAC you published two pages of 
inane drivel entitled ‘The Great Stalking 
Con(troversy)’. It is an insult to the 
mentality of your readership to offer 
such childish rubbish as any form of 
journalism or to expect us to find it of 
interest or educational or amusing. It is 
obvious to any sensible person that 
anyone penning such childish nonsense 
cannot be the full shilling and mental 
derangement is to be pitied. But there 
is no excuse for the editorial staff (wo 
they? - Ed.) of your magazine to 
include such junk in your publication. 


The writer uses the nom de plume 
‘PROSPECT’. | don’t see much pro- 
spect for the sales of your magazine if 
we are to be expected to pay 50p for 
the privilege of reading such verbal 
diarrhoea. 


Yours sincerely, 

Tom Rigg 

Warden 

Loch Ossian Youth Hostel 


Ed. - Two points spring to mind. Firstly, 
surely what most folk olject to re 
stalking /s not the necessary culling of 
deer, but to this being done by a load of 
BMW-driving, Barbour/sacketed rich 
bastards with much less love of and 
commitment to the hills than the ordin- 
aty walkers and climbers to whom they 
geny access in the name of ‘sport: 
Secondly, as the writer of the article is 
himself involved in maintaining hil- 
accominodation of 2 type not a million 
Iniles removed trom that run by Mr 
Aigg, accusations of imental derange- 
ment’ are sad to hear coring trom one 
who has worked so hard and earned so 
much respect amongst the till-com- 
munity. 

Se ae nee aie 


This land is your land... 


* Readers may recall the article on fishing access penned by Derek Keith, secretary of the 
Scottish Campaign for Public Angling, in TAC7. Derek has since been testing the waters of 
democracy, so to speak, by asserting his “traditional and time-honoured right” to fish the 
Spey at Fochabers. He wrote to the lairds to let them know the time and the place, arrived 
with a team of SCAPA supporters, and was promptly served with a 14-page interdict 
banning him from “fishing or encouraging, counselling, instigating in any way anyone else 
so to do”. This was signed by a motley crew: Major-General Bernard Charles 
Gordon-Lennox, his good lady wife, two Brigadiers and a Colonel, with addresses in such 
weel-kent Scots domiciles as Bury St Edmunds and Berkshire. The case currently rests 
with the Court of Session. Banff and Buchan District Council have also been criticised by 
the so-called Scottish Landowners Federation for awarding a grant of £100 to SCAPA. 
Money down the drain, the lairds cry, while keeping quiet about the fact that they 
themselves pay a mere £1 per annum rent for six miles of Spey trout fishing rights - water 
which can rake in a cool £20-30k per week in season. Did someone mention 
recession-proof industries...? 


* Personal note: September, and TAC editor meets TAC editorial sister for an inter-sibling 
holiday in The Galloways. Sister is not the world’s most regular hillwalker, except in 
company of her brother - when such things are, of course, compulsory. Anyway, sister 
watches video of TAC editor’s famous appearance on 74e Munro Show along with his 
enigmatic sidekick, Perkin Warbeck. “What did you make of that then, eh?”, editor 
enquires. “Great, really funny”, replies sister, “and that Muriel Gray, she’s very like 
Anneka Rice”. 


* And then there’s this tale of topographically-challenged country folk submitted by John 
Mcintosh (erstwhile contributor to these pages but nowadays to be found belting out 
Springsteen and Van the Man numbers in Glasgow’s Moray Arms of a Sunday night, poor 
soul). Recently having moved to Crookfur, one of the Dear Green Place’s more spam-ish 
suburbs, he one day ventures into neighbouring megascheme South Nitshill in search of 
DIY stuff from B&Q. Car pulls up alongside at lights. Window winds down. Woman in 
passenger seat looks up from Collins Road Atlas of Great Briain to ask astonishing 
question: “How do we get from here to Glen Coe?!” Now, Nitshill to Byres Road would be 
hard enough, but John apparently at least tried the first left, third right routine before opting 
out with “I'd find the Erskine Bridge first if | were you”. Sounds like they were what we 
hillfolk habitually call “temporarily misplaced”... 


* And whilst on the lost and found theme, Calum Hind, another erstwhile TAC contributor 
(there are so many!) reports mislaying a contact lens on the SW ridge of Ben Lawers in 
mid-October. With it being cloudy and windy at the time, and being temporarily half-blind 
anyway, he didn’t hang about for a hands-and-knees search. But should anyone chance 
upon it, he’d very much like it back. Shouldn’t be too hard to find once the clag lifts. 


* And talking of the Co/ins Road Atfas, it isn’t that far removed (one letter in fact) from a 
Cools Foad Atlas. A fine and splendid thing this would be, filled with overblown 
descriptions and Poucherian purple prose: “...from the gigantuan M25 descend into the 
Stygian gloom of the Dartford Tunnel, bypassing several Policemen en route...”, or “...the 
Killiecrankie section of the new AQ is not for the ordinary pedestrian...”. In these 
recessionary days of Munro guidebooks penned by the oh-so-bland McNeishes and 
Butterfields of this world (and what are we to make of the latter’s new dot-to-dot colouring 
book, 7he Munroist’s Log?), isn’t anyone game for a Walt Revivalist Society? After all, 
when’s the last time Donald Bennet was spotted wearing green eyeshadow? 


NEW-STYLE “NYAFF NYAFF” T-SHIRTS NOW AVAILABLE! 
SEE PAGE 13 FOR DETAILS 


